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R. BROOKE

GEN. JOHN

A FIRST-CLASS FIGHTING MAN.

Soldiers in arms! Defeaders of our soll!

Whe from destruction save us: whe from speil,

Protect the sons of peace, who traflic or who teil,

Wonld 1 eonld duly pralse yom, that each deed,

Your foes might honor, and your friends might read.
—Crabbe.

cn the road from Dispatch Station, but,
as McDougall and Byrnes did not get
up at once we were smashed back for
our pains by Hill and Breckenridge. We
didn’t go back far, just to a little ele-
vation, where we took up a peosition to
re-form. Now, if you want to know
‘thing else about the battle, you'll
have to'ask some chap who did not get
poked in the abdomen with a bunch of

“The old wounds hurt a little when
the weather gets right cold” said Gen.
Brooke as, seated in the Shoreham. he
jooked out at the drizzling rain, “that
is why I usually get out of here for
the winter. I'mn off in the morning for
Palm Beach, Fla Mrs. Brooke is
superintending the packing now''—and
like a young man off for an eager holi-
he waved aloft his railroad tickets,

day shrapnel. as I did. At that I was re-

and seemed impatient for the morning | n,arkably fortunate. I did not fall until

to come so that he could start away just as weé were entering the énemy’s |
He does not walk with alaerity,|works. Col. Morris was killed by my |

does Gen srooke, and occasionally | side, Col. Byrnes was wounded and died |

he may be seen to hold his hand to | War. but it was costly war. As we went

i side as if mﬂ.', was a pain there. | &t it that morning the two bri gades of

I -SRI myself and Miles had the front line,

“Small wonder,” says one of his friends, | _ o

another veteran of the civil ‘war,

“Brooke was all shot to hell at Cold

Harbor, and they busted his leg at

Gettysburg.” Few living officers of the‘

elvil war haveé seen more actual hght-!

ing service than Gen Brooke. He led |

his troops, those of the Light Brigade,

‘“4nto the mouth of hell,” and he paild

the penalty. Forty-one vears' .service
he saw altogether—war for the Union,
Indians good, war

war to make the
with the \pamam,. and in July, 1902,
with the rank of major genera], he re-

tired from that army which he had
eéntered as a youth
with the rank of cap
his time since retiren
world; he has just rety om
to the Orient, to Yapan and the Philip-
pines.
John ‘R. Brooke
gomery County, Pa,
people were
he himself .
engineer there was not
for in that line in my
" he said, “‘and so I went into the
iron business, too, the war
broke out I o be the
0 When

superintendent

S ——
of. There was no government, no law
that wouid work, no order anywhere.

Evervthing needed had to bé created

executive experience of years, set him-
self. There were no proper military
headquarters, and =0 the general took
possession of 2 long dining-room in the
Hotel Inglatarra. and here, each morn-
ing, he would sit at the head of the
long tzble with his staff gathered about

him, devising means of cleaning the
ecity, maintasining order. and keeping
the peace. Cuba was divided into prov-
inces. over each of which a general
officer was placed; Gen. Arthur at

Puerto Principe, Gen. Wood at Santiago,
Gen. Ludlow at Havana, Gen. Davis at
Pinar del Rio, Gen. Wilson at Matanzas,
and Cen. Bates at Santa Clara. They
all reported to Gen. Brooke, and the
main scheme of reorganization was his.
At he was hampered by lack eof
fun but &oon the ¢ustoms duties
bezan to come in and then, in addition
to establishing courts, making laws,
and dealing out justice, the governor
had to care for the disbursement of the
moneys intrusted to his charge.

|  To understand thoroughly how ardu-
ous difficuit was the task that Gen
| Brooke here accomplished, one has to
| listen to the oOfficers who served under
| im.- They are high in their praise of
his coolness and calmness of judgment,
1is executive ability, his faecility ir
dealing with problems for which there
{ was no precedent to guide him. At the
"m of the year he was réemoved and
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GEN. BING}IAM PRAISED.

Commendation for Hln Goeod Work
as New York's Police Head.

From the New York 3.

We see police captains and other offi-
cers possessed of great wealth, no-
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' WITHTHE TOWER MAN

Handling Railway Switch-
hoard Not So Hard.

ONCE A NERVE-BREAKING JOB

Perfection of Modern Mechanism
Reduces Danger of Error and Les-
sens Burden of Human Responsi-
bility—Ease with Which Many In-
coming Trains Are Shifted Around.
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pulled two or three levers.
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Nerves Were Once Required.

(S 50 perfe "'\'

1ld throw one of the|

give the engineer his
f s to throw one of the
| frighten you to t

1t might happen :]\»d the v or.

Wrecks Can’t Happen Now

|

| “Faut I can't do that,” replled the tower
| ppalled at the thought of possi-
| can't give a signal of

ics of switches

ecd o
s ©

in b
aatl

uld [..\e hap

intes |

lision between it and the train you are
now waiting on?”

it wouldn't have reached the same track
with the regular even if I had not touched
any of the switches, because the danger
éignal always hangs out until it is thrown
off by the operator up here. There really
isn't mu dauger,” and the tower man
smliled in a calm manner that showed that
he was not breaking down under his re-
sporigibilities.

NEW BOOKS AT LIBRARY.
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In view of intérest centered on the
Standard Oil Company, a selection of the
moet important hooks or parts of books
dealing with that trust, together with a
few of the most recent magazine articles
on the subject, may prove acceptabia.
The books and articles listed will be found
at the District Public Library.
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THE WORLD OF BOOKS

BY HECTO

R FULLER

He that writes,

Or makes a feast, more certainiy invites
His judges than his friends: there’s not a guest
But will find something wanting, or ill-drest.

With Mark Twain, Thomas Nelson
Page, W. D. Howells, and other stars in
the literary firmament after it, it looks
as if the copyright law stood a fair
chance of being revised and brought up
to date. It is a question that has been
more or less a véxed oné ever since men
came to write for the world. At frst
there was little thought of the value of
copyright, such a thing was pot thought
of at all about the year 1600, or in the
Elizabethan days. If a man had 2 manr-
uscript to dispose of then, he had per-
force to take it to St. Paul's Churchyard
where the booksellers gathered, 2and
where, indeed, were the only presses save
those of Oxford and Cambridge universi-

ties. The writers of hackwork, the mak-
ers of translations, and so on, never

t, in those days, of getting actual
for their work. The best they
4 expect wag a certain number of
copies of the printed book which they
might dispose of as they pleased, and for
wh price they could get. The p:aims
of publishers were, however, muci
as in our own day. Dekker com-
the helgn; of his popularity
nded

money

o

¢

a

the

the sam
plains
when h
me sale: “If you offéer a manuscript,
and be it merry, the man likes light
sad, it will not sell; another med-
othing but what fits the time.”

authors had to sell outright
and they retained no right
all, and so far as history

'd~
is matter should have comma

no

in them at
although a manuscript when
published might prove of unexpected val-
The de¢ upheld by legal opin-

€,

was that v members of the Sta-
tioner's Guild could lay ¢iaim to the bene-

—HHoward.

and ddinty; a clever piece of workman-
ship, and a pleagant pastime f the
evening houre. (New York: Doubleday,
Page & Co)

George Meredith, poet and pi
who ig. in the natural

ilosopher,
course of events,

standing on the threshhold of the other
life, finds his views of men and tiings
softéned with advancing years. He has

lived much, known muc}

written mu

and is wise with the wisdom of ms:
years. In what he writes now there is
note of skepticism or cynicism, b 2
simply as a child, but with the fine
craftsmanship of the true poet, he
speaks:
Cenid 1 find 2 pisee to be alons with Heaven,
I would speak my heart out: hesven in m need
Every woodiaud tree is ftushing like b
Flashing like the aux“bﬂ:r.‘ swaying ! reed,

Flushing likte the dogwood crimson in October
Btreaming like the flag-reed southwest bhlow
Flashing as in gust
All stem to know
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leeophy of Geor go \I”eu%
been published orits
weapons. One can o
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have traveled far since that day
doctrine of equal rights to all
publighers.
There seems to be a revival
n Thomas Leove Peacock and his
He, who is known to most of tho
know him at all as a poet, seems t
m into his own repute as a3 writ
f proge. It will be & to
Peacock’s novair once iq
wugh it takes some oura
ead them in this busy age. His
are full of well-drawn portraits, one
1 of them being in “Headlong
he character of Dr. Opiminian,
1tful old soul, who liked a good
dinner, a pileasant garden, a good library,
d extensive country walks. He was an
1shioned man, and the newspaper

his abomination. He says:

i the epitome of 3 news
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modern hasty reader, but
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he is

of the just returned polar
n and the preparations for
sedition inte the Arctic
':p:n is a timeliness ab
“Fighting the Polar Ice
2, which has
Xo'k by Doubledayv
is an account

view

just

expedition, which
rway, June 23, :
e ¢ desire of the late William
jegler to link his name with some scien-
tific achievement, which would be co

| sidered great, when compared with ot

i of the twentjeth century, and it was
that reasom that he turned his at-
on to north polar exploration In

| he

1801, he sent out an expedition of
ships, under command of E B.
ildwin, but .nis expedition returned

Although disappointed at
Mr. Zeigler at once set te
organize another expedition, and
in charge of it, Mr. Anthony
se narrative of the expedition

ssful.

to

work

yaced

4 in this book, which is is-
the direction of Mr. Gilbert E.
Grosvenor, editor of the National Geo-
graphic Magazine, of this city.
The account of all pelar expeditions
have a su e monotony about them,
and Mr, Fiala's account is no exception

to the rule.

the expedit

It teils of the fitting out of
ion north, the freezing in th

iip, and the northward march over the
ice 1rward he goal. The highest point
reached was 82 degrees north latitude
theh they started back, and at Camp
Ziegler, awaited through long months in

s

1805, the coming of a relief The
tangible results of the Fiala e\pc—dxt on
were the discovery and mapping of new
lands, and the recording of scientific data
th may be of great value to future
\nl rers. In discussing the various ways
of reaching the pole, Mr. Fiala takes up
e project of going in a balloon or a fly-
ing machine. He does not think that
the method is at all practical but thinks
that a balloon that was large enough to
carry two men and an entire sledge
equipment might be of some value. The
book is illustrated with the best series
of arctic photographs that we have seen
in any work of its kind, and as a record
of haréships bravely endured and diffi-
culties conquered, it is very interesting.
To the person who discovers a new way
to tell a love story there ought to be a

medal of hogoer awarded, and the first

nominee for it, is a person who hides
anonymity, under the title of Marian
iLce. She has a charming little love {dyl

called “Confessions to a Healthen Idol.”
The confessor is a teakwood god, sent
Marian I=e from Japan, and to this
ugly creature she confesses each night,
and the reader is privileged to listen to
the confession. Marian Lee is a widow
and she is forty—neither condition mak-
ing, seemingly, for romsance; but she is
charming, also, and she has not been
talking to the Buddhist divinity long, be-
‘ore she has to tell him about both Tom
“ampbell and Theodore Morris. both of
vhom are in love with her. The story
noves on with deléctable conversations,
ch touch, smilingly, on music and lit-
wature, and which end in love-making,
nd the last confession of all is that Tom
‘ampbell is the lucky one, and so, hav-
ng a husband to confess to, the idol's
ccupation is gone. The story is light
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the campaign against the Z
was killed, ang
great sorrow.

has never beepn
known that he was I
was deserted by a Bri
should have died with
fought bravely to the en

the autoblography of Sir Evelyn Wood,
who tells how, in 1880, he escorted the
Empreu Eugenie to the scene of her
son’s death in South Af Here on the
spot a Zulu, who had 'mer. part in tha
fight told of it. Sir Evelyn Wood writes,
his account taken from the Zulus:

The patrol rested on the bill for a while and then
descended to Secbuza’s kraal, watched by the Zulu

scouts. A friendly native went up to warn the
ish officer m ocommand, aod the men
mounted their borses. The Zulus waited
and began firing and throwing their
the words of Langalabalele,
fought like a lion."

Continuing, an old Zulu said:
The princs imperial

at
for
assrgals,
the prince impe

oncs
this
in
Tial

fired two shots, but without

effect. He drew his sword from his scabbard, apd I
threw an assegai at him, which struck him, as [

paid at the time, but I slways allowed Zabanga's
claim to have killed bim, for his assegsi hit the
prines in the shoulder, a mortal wound. The prince
fought with my sssegai, and we did npot dare to
ciose with him wntil he sank dows op the ground,
facing us, when we rushed in.

The young Napoleon, in this fight, was
engaged with seven men and wounded
most of them.

It Might Be Useful.
From the Houston Post.

A teacher in one of the South En
schools had been telling of the diff
ence between the sort of treasures ths
are appreciated aon earth and in heaven.
When she had concluded she asked:
“Now, what would you ’lke best to take
out of the world with you?

A little boy on the back
his hand.

“You may tell what vou would like
to take out of the world with you,
Johnnie.”

“Please, ma'am, a fire eéscape.”

d

seat raised




